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ayl.esbury prison,
August 8, 1916.
dearest old darling,—The one thing I have
gained by my exile is the privilege of writing a letter,
but there is very little to say, as I do not suppose
' an essay on prison life' would pass the Censor, however
interesting and amusing it might be !
What you have called ' my misplaced sense of
humour' still remains to me, and I am quite well and
cheerful.
I saw myself, for the first time for over three months,
the other day, and it is quite amusing to meet your-
self as a stranger. We bowed and grinned, and I
thought my teeth very dirty and very much wanting
a dentist, and I'd got very thin and very sunburnt.
In six months I shall not recognise myself at all, my
memory for faces being so bad ! I remember a fairy
tale of a princess, who banished mirrors when she
began to grow old. I think it showed a great lack of
interest in life. The less I see my face, the more
curious I grow about it, and I don't resent it getting
old.
It's queer and lonely here, there was so much life
in Mountjoy. There were sea-gulls and pigeons,
which I had quite tame, there were ' Stop Press'
cries, and little boys splashing in the canal and sing-
ing Irish songs, shrill and discordant, but with such
vigour. There was a black spaniel, too, with long,
silky ears, and a most attractive convict-baby with
a squint, and soft Irish voices everywhere. There
were the trains, ' Broadstone and Northwall' trains,
and even an old melodeon, and a man trying to play
an Irish tune on a bugle over the wall! Here it is
so still and I find it so hard to understand what any-
one says to me, and they seem to find the same trouble

